The Tragedy e/ Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her fake judgement, 

W ithbbt vYhicH we^rdbntpiaures, or meerebeafts. 

Laft, and as mucb containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not buKcrsito infe(51 his eare 
With peflilenr Ipeeches of his fathers death, 

W herein rteceffity of matter beggerd 
W ill nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O ray deare gmrard,xhis 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places ' 

Gives me fuperfluous death. • ^ »gife with in. 

Enter 2ldejfenger, 

Attend, where are my Swiflers ?.Iet them guard the door, 
What isdbe matter . - ;• ' . ' 

Save your lelfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering of bis lift 
Fates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ;the.rabble call himLbrd,, ' 

And as the world werenow but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne, 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chuie we Laertes to oe King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 
fhall be King, Z,<?frrcirKing. 

Que.Wow cheerfully on the falfe trailethey cry, A noife within. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifli dogges. 

Enter Laertes with ethers- 
.jrwff-The doores are broke. 

Laer.VJ here is this King ? firs ftand you all without . 
eyfll. N 0 let's come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

W e will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

Oae.CiimelygooiLaertes. , n a 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme prodaimes me baftartf. 


(Ptince 

nyfeareourpetfon, 

^.i’Truch divinity doth hedge a King, 

£,reafon«nbn?peepetowh« 

a Urrleofhis willttellmeL-Jf^-f" ^ , 

Jfhyihdu art thus incens’t : let himgoe Gertrstrds 

^^L 4 fr^Where is my father ^ 

Xw^.Dead. 

0»rtf.Butnotby him. 

S How^c^ehTdwd Mle not be 

ToilUllegeance,vowestotheblac^^^^^^ . 

Confcience and grace to the Fofoundeft pit, 

Idare damnation, to this point I ftand, 

Tbatboth the vvorlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely He be reven j, d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

JCiW.Whofhallftayyou? 

Z^fr. My wilUnot all the worlds: 

And for my meanes,lle husband them fo well 

^S!(3Sd zSX^^^ to know the certainty 

Of your deare father, is’c writ in your revenge. 

That foop-ftake, you will draw both friend and toe, 

W inner and lofer ? ^ 

Z<?m None but his enemies. 

K^W.Will you know them then? 

Lan.To his good friends thus wide He ope my armes, 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood . 

K,'«|;.Whynowyou fpeake 
Like a good childc, and a true Gentleman* 

That I am guiltlelfe of your fathers death> 
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